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Wounded 


Pelle lay in the bathtub, knife in his right hand. He planned to cut himself open, to give himself that long- 
desired pain fix, to take himself to the life eternal, perhaps. 


Pelle positioned the knife at the tip of his left middle finger, mentally planning out the incision. He planned to 
slice straight down the middle of the vein, hoping to draw as much blood as he could. He had become obsessed 
with blood and pain over the past year; it was the only thing he had. He was just about to plunge the knife into 


his hand when the door creak open. 


The door slammed into the bathroom wall, and Øystein stood in the doorframe. "| didn't expect to find you 


here," he murmured. "What are you doing?" 


Pelle just whimpered, sitting on the knife to try to hide it from Bystein. "Oh, don't try to trick me.. | know you 
were going to cut without me," Øystein hummed, taking his shirt off. "But that can be forgiven, right?" 


Pelle brought the knife out of the water and held it up. "Can | cut, now that you're here?" he whimpered 


submissively. 


"Hmm... Wait until | get in," Øystein said, slowly removing his jeans and exposing several self-harm scars on his 


legs in the process. He then climbed into the tub, straddling Pelle's waist. 
Pelle whined slightly when Øystein snatched the knife from his hand. "Please.. May | take it?" 


"Hmm.. Just wait a minute," Øystein murmured, pressing his lips up against Pelle's. Pelle let out a quiet 


murmur, kissing Øystein back with passion. 


Øystein broke the kiss, raised the knife slightly, and slashed a deep line all the way up Pelle's arm before giving 
himself a nearly identical cut. He pressed their bleeding arms up against each other, restarting the kiss. 


Pelle whimpered slightly, reaching over and grabbing the knife from Øystein. He plunged the knife into Bystein's 
chest, dragging it down all the way to his belly button. 


Øystein moaned as he reached down and gently squeezed Pelle's balls. Pelle let out a moan of pleasure, handing 


the knife to Bystein while sticking his other hand into the incision to widen it. 


Øystein pushed Pelle backward into the bloody water, kissing his neck while slicing his stomach open. Pelle let 


out a shrieking moan, grinding up against Øysteins warm body. 
Øystein groaned. He moved himself further down Pelle's body, grabbing Pelle's cock and stroking it quickly. 


Pelle let out a loud moan as he reached down and grabbed Oystein's dick. "Dystein.. Fuck me," he panted 


between moans. 

"Hmm," Øystein murmured, "we'll see about that" He stuck his hand into the wound in Pelle's abdomen, 
spreading it wide open. Reaching inside of Pelle, Øystein grabbed a handful of his lover's intestines and pulled 
them out into the tub. 


Pelle let out a shriek of pain which soon turned into a moan of pleasure as he clung onto Bystein. "Mmm. 


Øystein.. Please just fuck me!" 
"Alright," Øystein murmured, motioning to Pelle to get down on his hands and knees. He quickly complied. 


Øystein positioned himself up against Pelle's entrance before thrusting his entire length deep inside of the blond. 
Pelle let out a cry as Øystein thrust in and out quickly, tearing his insides apart, but he still loved it. 


“Ahh! Øy.. Øystein! Fuck!" he shrieked as Øystein kept thrusting in even deeper. 


Meanwhile, Øystein pulled Pelle into a kiss, kissing him deeply. Pelle moaned into Dystein's mouth; he knew that 


he was close to climax. 


With a final shrieking moan, Pelle came into the red tub water, and Dystein came soon after. Øystein lay on top 


of Pelle for a few minutes, still buried deep inside of him. 


"Pelle. You know that | love you?" Øystein whispered. 


"Of course," Pelle replied shakily, grabbing the knife and handing it to Bystein. Bystein finally pulled out of Pelle 
and took the knife before slicing his throat wide open. Pelle was already beginning to lose consciousness; Øystein 
held Pelle tightly in his arms. 


"Pelle. Mmm," he murmured, his consciousness slipping away. 


Then there was nothing but silence and the smell of blood.. 


